Filiations with the Metaphysicals
tween Hopkins and these late-come pupils of his is that their
work is wanting in the testimonies to physical energy, physi-
cal sensitiveness in which the priest's poems abound. When
they look away from the ruin of the old order towards the
glorious commonwealth promised by faith in social revolu-
tion, they write almost with the vague fervour of romanticism.
They have a nearer kinship with Shelley than with Keats, to
whom Hopkins, acutely aware of the actual, was closer than
he knew. They are not inclined to question their own torment,
as he did in the 'terrible' sonnets, or to elaborate a single con-
ceit, as he did in more than one poem about the Blessed Vir-
gin, so that they do not plainly exhibit a metaphysical strain.
One must make an exception of Lewis, whose Magnetic
Mountain, for all its Audenesque paraphernalia, is built on the
conceit of the lodestone, Marxian theory, drawing us toward
a regenerated society:
Follow the kestrel, south or north;
Strict eye, spontaneous wing can tell
A secret. Where he comes to earth
Is the heart's treasure. Mark it well.
Here he hovers. You're on the scent;
Magnetic mountain is not far,
Across no gulf or continent,
Not where you think but where you are.
Stake out your claim. Go downwards. Bore
Through die tough crust. Oh learn to feel
A way through darkness to good ore.
You are the magnet and the steel.
Out of that dark a new world flowers.
There in the womb, in the rich veins
197